The Tragedie 

Vpon his party for the gaiuc thereof, 

And thereupon be fends you this good ncwes, 

That this fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred ofthe Queenc muft die at Pomfrer, 

Indeed I am no mourner for that newes, 

Becaufe they haucbecneftillmine cnemiet; 

But that He giue ray voyce on Richards fide, 

T o barre my mafters hcircs in true difeent, 

God knowes 1 will not do it to the death. 

C?r. God keepe your Lordibip in that gracious minde. 
B ut I (hall laugh at this a twcluemonth hence, 
That they who brought me in my Maifters hate, 

I liue to looke vpon their tragedie : 

ItcUtheCatesby. ^4/, What my Lord? 

Ere a fortnight make me elder, 

He fend foroe packing, that yet thinke not on if. 

Cat, Tis a vile thing to die my gracious Lord, 

When men are vnprepard and looke not for it. 

Hafl,0 monfltous,tn 0 n(lrours,and fo fals it out 
With Riucrs,V aughan,Gray: and fo twill doo 
With fomc men els, who thinke themfelues as fafe 
A $ thou, and I, who as thou knowR are deare<^ 

To princely Richard, and to Buckingham* 

Cat. The Princes both make high account of you. 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Hafl. 1 know they do, and I haue well deferued i. 

Enter Lord Stanley, 

What ray L. where is your Boare-fpeare man? 

Feare you the Boareand goe fo vnprouided f 

S/4«.My L. good morrow: good morrow Catesby : 
You may ieft on, but by the holy Roode, 

I do not like thefe feuerall councels /. 

Ha/I. My L. / hold my life as deareasyou do yours. 
And neuer in my life Ido proteft, 

Was it more precious to roe then it is now: 

Thinke you but that /know our Rate fecure, 

/would be fo tryumphant as /apif 

The Lords at Pbmfret when they rode fromLonaon 
Were iocund, and fuppofde their Rates was fare, 


of Richard the’third. 

Andindcedehad no caufe tomiRruRs 

But yet you fee how foone the day orecaR, , i 

This fudden fcab of rancor I roifdoubt, f, 

Pray God, I fay, I prooe a necdleffe coward. 

But come my L. Ihall we to the Tower.? 

Ha. I go.- but flay.' hearey ou not the newesV 
This day thofc men y ou talke of, are beheaded. 

.fM.Theyfortheir truth might better wcare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufdethera weare iheit hat; 

But come ray L. let vs away. S'xtt L.Standlej,c^ 

Go you before. He follow prefcntly. 

Enter Haflings a PHrfiuant. 

Hafl. Well met Haflings, how goes the world with thee? 
Pur. The belter that it pleafe your goodLordfhip to ask» 
\Haft.{ tell thee fellow, tis better with me now. 

Then when I met thee laR where now we mectc; 

Then was I going ptifoner to the Tower, 

By thefaggeftionof the C^ccnes allies : 

But now I tell thee (kcepc it to thy fclfe) , 

This day thofc enemies are put to death, 

And I in better Rate then euer / was. 

Pur. God hold It to your Honours good content,'. 
Gramcrcy Haflings, hold fpend thou that. 
Hegiueshimhisfurfi. 

Pur. God fauc- your Lordfoip. ExitiP-ur, Enter a T^rieft^ - 
fSty?. What fir Iohn,Vi>u are well met, 

I am beholding to y ou for your laft day cs cxecifc: 

Come the next Sabboth, and 1 will content you. He rohif- 
£ iter Buckingham. ( pers’-in his eare, . 

5«c.How now Lord Chambcrlaine, what talking with a, 
Ybut friends at Porafret they do need the Ptiefl: (PtieR; - 
Your Honour hath no flit ining wotke in hand. 

Hafi. Good faith and when 1 met this holy man, 

Thofc men you talke of, came into my miodes . 

What, go you to the T ower my Lord? 

1 do, but long 1 fliall net Ray. 

/fhall returne before your Lordfhip thence. - . 

Tis like enough, fot /Ray dinner there. . 

And fuf per too, although thou knoiirR it not t 

Cotsie^ 




